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|" IS the Christmas stocking that often shows, beyond all peradventure, 
just where the financial shoe pinches. 
. « * 
[F CHRISTMAS WISHES were candy horses it is reasonable to conclude 
that many small boys would require ostrich stomachs. 
a. * - 
LIGHTLY the reindeer cavorts and spills not a toy on the snowdrift 
While with old Santa serene he stockingward wings like a shot. 
Bending with colorful gifts, that shimmer and spangle and jingle, 
Quickly the bright evergreen becomes the big family tree. 
7 . * 
HE PRESIDENT’S best Christmas present will be the voice of the 
people in the form of an indorsement of all his official acts. He will 
realize that his efforts for good government are not unappreciated by his 
countrymen who discriminate between right and wrong. He is and will 
be the recipient of the square deal which he has promised to give to all 
without reference to creed or color; and he will learn that the people re- 
gard the big stick a potent a factor in his hands, wherein it becomes also 
the biggest kind of a big thing. The public-opinion phonograph will con- 
vey to the president’s ears many other things that should make his Christ- 
mas a more than ordinarily merry one. If he but read between, around and 
through the words he will see, in his mind’s eye, the people dancing about 
a national Christmas-tree, on which the candy dog of good times is bobbing 
beside the tin horn of prosperity and the gilded fairy of the full dinner-pail. 
And when he sees all these things, and hears the glad tidings intermingling 
with the merry Christmas chimes, he will fancy that he can well afford to 
stand pat in the realization of the fact that he is but receiving a just ovation 
from the people who last November elected him, so to speak, by a com- 
bined landslide and earthquake of something like two million votes. 

















HE TARIFF-TINKER is ever on the alert to make himself heard, 
whether or not he has anything to say. If he but had a special cave 
of echo he would be happy, inasmuch as he could then double the effect of 
his noise without adding to his output of energy. As a noise-maker he is 
a callithumpian band unto himself, and as such he is scattering his sense- 
less sound to so great an extent that the clanging and the banging of the 
brazen Christmas chimes become almost inaudible. To the politician the 
tariff is a source of endless activity. It is a thing upon which he can harp 
his senseless sound, and a harp upon which he can sound his harpless 
sense, in such a way as to attract the attention of those people who find 
convincing arguments in superheated air launched from the jaw. At the 
present time there is much tariff-reform in the air. In fact, the wind is full 
of it, until it is a sort of bugbear and hot-air microbe. When the provincial 
editor and hayseed politician have nothing else upon which to exercise 
their voices and keep in the public ear, as well as in the public eye, they 
tune themselves for the occasion and give a more or less artistic recital. 
It is not so muck what they say as the manner in which they say it that 
gathers the public ear. These artists should give tariff recitals and be 
criticised for their beauty of tone, their soaring lightness of touch, their 
banalities of phrasing, their delicate iridescence of color, and their fleetness 
and delicacy of technique. It would indeed be a great musical triumph if 
some genius could but compose a rhapsody which would give the hearer 
an intelligent idea of the tariff as handled by the hot-air artists with which 
the country is at present overflowing. Such a number, rendered by de 
Pachmann, for instance, would be so great a triumph that even tonal blur- 
ring and perverse exaggeration would not mar the pleasure of the hearers. 
Such a double-barreled victory might cause the stump-speaker to become a 
thing of the past in musical centres and create a demand for the services of 
Paderewski and Hofmann in political campaigns. 





























SREEN IN Cm ° 


BREAKING INTO A CHRISTMAS IDEAL. 
Jones (who has been asked to imitate Santa Claus at Smith's)—‘‘ This may strike you as a little strange, but the conventional, befurred Saint Nick is a 


chestnut, and | thought I'd try something original." 























































JUDGE’S FAVORITES. 


TRIXIE FRIGANZA IN ‘‘ THE SHO-GUN.”’ 


The joy of ‘‘ The Sho-Gun "’ is Trixie Friganza, 
Whose art we can’t measure in one little stanza; 


And so we’ll take two and defend with our blow-gun 
The thought that fair Trixie’s the life of ‘‘ The Sho-Gun.”’ 


EVIDENCE AT HAND. 


661)? YOU think love really is blind ?” 
‘It must be. A Wisconsin man eloped with 
his mother-in-law.” 
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Uncle Peleg presents a plum-pudding to the Widow Scadds. 


LOCAL NEWS. 
(From the Vladivostock Eagle.) 
TBERE is fine skating on the Yalu 
these nights, and several of our 
young people are taking advan- 
tage thereof. 

General Kuropatkin Tues- 
dayed in our busy midst. 

Some from here contem- 
plate spending the frigid term 
at Port Arthur. 

General Stoessel made us 
a pleasant call Wednesday. 
He looks swell and is a dandy 
fellow. Come again, gen. 

Looks like Port Arthur would 
have a late fall. 

Vladimir Smithovitch has bought 
him a new buggy and a spanking team. 
Ah, there, Ethel Jonesky ! 

Grand Duke Cyril was a Vladivostock 
passer-through last week. 

Election passed off quietly in these 
parts. 

Quite a number from here are at Lone 
Tree Hill this week. 

Nick’s little boy at St. Petersburg had 
the croup Thursday eve. 

The smiling countenance of General 
Oku is seen on our streets. 

F. M. Oyama has recovered from his 
recent indisposition and is off the sick-list, 
we rejoice to report. 


HE WOULD. 


lhe happy bird upon her hat, 
If he could only sing, 

Would burst into a rhapsody 
Of blossom-haunted spring. 


LOOKING AHEAD. 
Mabel—* You don’t know George, papa. He’s generous to a fault.” 
Mr. Nurox—* I'm glad to hear it. Perhaps he’ll be generous te some of yours.” 


SY 


¢ 


FRANKLIN P. ADAMS. 
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A CHRISTMAS SURPRISE. 






















ATOU G TALE OF ONE TIM 
WHEN DAVID WAS A Bow B’ED.MOTT 


























ILLUSTRATED BY ALBERT LEVERING. 


F COURSE, I know there ain’t no doubt but what you're 
goin’ to have a merry Christmas, over here to the Corners, 
an’ I see you're sort o’ gittin’ ready fer it now,” said Solo- 
mon Cribber, the unfailing Homer of the Pochuck country, 
making his appearance at 'Kiar Biff’s tavern, where a 
number of convivial citizens of the Corners were mingling 
themselves with sundry steaming savors that rose from convenient glassware that seemed to have been fashioned for the purpose. ‘I knowed 
it, of course ; but I knowed, further, that I could make it more gladsome still, as Dominie Snedeker, of the Pochuck circuit, mowt say, by fetchin’ 
over somethin’ to tell you, the like o’ which, I ain’t afeared to bet, ain’t sot down in history, nor writ on the tablets o’ nobody’s memory outside 
o’ Pochuck. In the first place, Kiar, how many boys do you s’pose there is nowadays that ‘d go out when they was only comin’ 0’ twelve year 
old, git lost in the depths o’ the highest an’ wildest hills, stay lost more than a week, an’ then turn up at the fireside where his folks was weepin’ 
an’ wailin’ fer him, fetchin’ with him fer a Christmas gift to ’em twenty-nine wolves an’ four bears, two o’ the bears bein’ alive at that? How 
many twelve-year-old boys do you s’pose there is to-day that 'd do that, "Kiar ?” 

Now, ‘Kiar Biff was busy, and as there had never seemed to be any perceptible increase in the receipts of the house following any of the 
comings of Mr. Cribber there, there was perhaps a suspicion of inhospitable brusqueness in his answer to the Pochuck chronicler’s question. 

“IT reckon there’s jest as many o’ them kind o’ boys to-day as there ever was,” said he, ‘an’ that ain’t a gollding one !” 

“ But, ‘Kiar !” exclaimed Solomon protestingly, “there must ‘a’ been one sech a boy, or how could this ’a’ happened? Don’t you gether 
from my remarks, ’Kiar, that there must ’a’ been one sech a boy ?” 

“IT gether from your remarks,” replied "Kiar with even more vim than before, “ that you're goin’ to say there was one sech a boy sometime 
or other, an’ you kin gether from my remarks that that ain’t goin’ to be no reason fer me to change ’em.” 

“ But, Kiar,” said Mr. Cribber, as if now all skepticism on the part of the landlord must be swept away, “this was Uncle David Becken- 
darter—this was Uncle David !” 

Just what 'Kiar would have replied to this is not known, for ’Squire Ricketts, of over Hogback, intervened and said, 

“T want to know, Solomon! Uncle David, eh? Well, well, well! An’ how under the canopy did he come to do it ?” 

“ To raise the shadder off o’ the Beckendarter fireside,” replied Solomon, now having secured his opening. ‘ The shadder that had throwed 
his poor old pap down into the all-pervadin’ dumps an’ was threatenin’ to turn ‘em all out in the cold! That’s how he come to do it! An’ what 
was that shadder? It was a mortgage on the clearin’ fer two hundred dollars—a mortgage that was fallin’ due the day before Christmas—an’ 
things had been goin’ so tough with Hezekiah Beckendarter, Uncle David’s pap, that there wa’n't no more show of his payin’ it than there was 
of his flyin’ over the top o’ the high mountain that riz towards the sky right from the back edge o’ his clearin’. 

“The gloom an’ the dumps got so overpowerin’ heavy by an’ by that Uncle David—course he wa’n’t my Uncle David then, ’cause this was 
sixty or seventy years ago, an’ he was only comin’ twelve— the dumps an’ the gloom 
got to be so heavy by an’ by that Uncle David jest about lived in the woods, chas- 
in’ bear an’ wolves to keep his spirits up a little; an’ one 
a week before Christmas, which was promisin’ to be any- 


day, somethin’ more than 
thing but a merry one to 
into the high an’ Wild 
tered about there in that 
to a wolf’s trail, or tack- 
He wandered an’ he wan- 
a sound ofa wolf or a 
An’ it snowed an’ it 
that he mowt jest as well 
long ‘fore he found that 
no more idee where he 
he was flounderin’ about 
o’ the ledge he see an 


the Beckendarter folks, he shouldered his gun an’ went up 
mountain overlookin’ the clearin’ an’ other clearin’s scat- 
wilderness to sort o’ cheer himself up a little by gittin’ on 
lin’ a den o’ wolves, or maybe havin’ a tussle with a bear. 
dered, an’ he tramped an’ he tramped, but not a sight nor 
bear could he skeer up. Then the snow begun to fall. 
snowed. It snowed so hard that Uncle David concluded 
go home. But he had to fight his way, an’ he hadn’t fit it 
he had lost it. He couldn't git his bearin’s, an’ he hadn’t 
was goin’ than if he was trampin’ across the moon. While 
he run plumb up ag’in a high ledge o’ rocks. At the foot 





openin’ two foot or so wide, an’ a big rock hangin’ over it that kep’ the snow away 
from it. That amazin’ boy crawled in that hole. He “He seen t’other bear standin’ over him.” found himself in a place 
that was pitch dark, but he could feel that there was con- sider’ble room in it. By 


an’ by he got sort o’ used to the darkness, an’ then he discovered that he wa'n’t alone in the cave. Not exac'ly, ‘cause off to one side of it he 
seen a bear, an’ off to t’other side o’ it he seen another bear, both old slammers. They was snoozin’ away in their winter's sleep. 

“Did that twelve-year boy back out o’ there an’ seek other quarters? Not if he remembers the circumstance right, an’ he thinks he does. 
No, sir! He squeezed in betwixt them two bears, stretched himself out, an’ tumbled off into a snooze his own self, intendin’ to git up an’ dig 
his way back home when he woke up rested. He never knowed jest how long he slept, but when he woke faint rays o’ the sun was strugglin’ 
through the openin’ o’ the cave. Uncle David crawled out o’ the hole, an’ the sight he seen was most amazin’. The ground was bare o’ snow 
in front o' the ledge fer twenty foot around, but on the right an’ left o’ that bare spot the snow was drifted more than thirty foot high. From 
the fur edge o’ the open spot the snow shot down in a straight stretch at least a mile. 

“That astoundin’ slope o’ snow was all o’ fifty foot deep, an’ had a pitch to it like the roof of a barn. But the aggravatin’, weepin’, hair- 
tearin’ part of it all was, that lone little creeter was standin’ on the steep side o’ the mountain, one end o’ that tremendous snow-bank layin’ at 
his feet, an’ t’other end stuck down ‘amongst the clearin’s, his own pap’s bein’ straight below him, in plain sight! Uncle David was only one 
short mile from home, but he mowt jest as well 'a’ been four hundred thousand with that snow-bank before an’ around him. He gazed down 
onto where his fireside was, though there was a shadder onto it an’ the all-pervadin’ dumps was there, with weepin’ eyes. 

“«* Home o’ my childhood !" he says. ‘Unless there comes an all-sweepin’ warm rain pooty ding soon an’ melts this snow,’ he says, ‘ them 
two snoozin’ bears, now peaceful an’ not carin’ fer victuals, will wake up an’ gobble me ‘fore I kin git away from here,’ he says, ‘an’ nobody 
































kin then ever put flowers on my lonely 
grave.’ 

«Then the weather turned off cold- 
er than Greenland. The young un crept 
back into the cave an’ snuggled down 
betwixt the two bears to keep warm. 
As nigh as he could calculate, three 
days passed in this way, an’ he was git- 
tin’ toler’ble hungry. Neither one o’ 
them bears had even winked an eye 
since he j'ined ’em in the cave. But 
that unprecedented boy had to eat, an’ 
on the fourth day he concluded he’d 
do it. 

“«T took out my knife ’—so he told 
folks afterwards an’ so he tells ’em to- 
day— felt for the biggest bear's throat, 
an’ with one gouge an’a swoop I slit 
him from stem to starn. The bear 
opened his eyes, looked up as if he had half a mind to git up an’ see 
what was goin’ on, an’ then closed em ag’in. He shivered a little, 
sighed, an’ with that sigh he left his mate a widder, an’ she never 
knowed it.’ 

“Uncle David sliced a choice bit from the dead bear, took it out- 
side, built a fire ag’in the ledge, cooked the meat, an’ soon put natur’ 
in toler’ble good humor ag’in. Then he turned his longin’ eyes down 
across that stretch o’ snow that barred him in towards his childhood’s 
home, that was so near an’ yit so fur. 

«« But maybe it’s jest as well,’ says he. ‘To-morrow ’s the day 
before Christmas, an’ the mortgage ‘ll be shet down; so it won't be 
my childhood’s home no more, even if I git out o’ here,’ he says. ‘ How 
deep in the all-pervadin’ dumps poor pap must be this day !’ 

«Then Uncle David crept back in the cave ag’in. Before long he 
noticed that t’other bear was seemin’ uneasy in her mind, the way she 
sort o’ give little kicks an’ grunted. 

«««Smelt her old man cookin’, maybe,’ says that amazin’ boy ; an’ 
he turned over an’ went to sleep. 

‘When he woke ag’in he woke with a start, an’ seen t’other bear 
standin’ over him, her eyes blazin’ like coals o’ fire. 

««« The general expression of her countenance,’ says Uncle David 
when he tells about it, ‘give me the impression that she was consid- 
er’ble het up. She had woke up, took in the whole doin’s, an’ con- 
cluded not to wait till spring to chaw me.’ 

«Then that wonder of a child begun to reach for his gun, when 
right in front of the openin’ there riz the hair-raisin’est howls of wolves 
that had ever riz in them woods before. 
fer the openin’ an’ went out. 
snarlin’ an’ munchin’ an’ crunchin’ as follered was enough to skeer 
Injins, but that boy went to the openin’ an’ peeked out. The bear 
stood with her back ag’in the ledge, an’ the whole pack o’ ga’nt an’ 
hungry wolves was throwin’ themselves ag’in her, tryin’ to force her 
She had scattered wolves right an’ left in the open space till it 


The bear turned an’ sprung 
Sech a yoopin’ an’ yellin’ an’ howlin’ an’ 


down. 
was thick with carcasses. 
out to help the bear, an’ betwixt the two of ’em they soon had every 
wolf dead. Then the bear thunk of her grudge ag’in the boy, an’ 
turned onto him with her mad 'way up to the biilin’ p'int, an’ he had 
to tumble her with a load o’ buckshot through her head. She fell dead 
amongst the wolves. 

“ Wipin’ his gun, Uncle David looked round on the battle-field. 
There was twenty-nine wolves piled around. Like a flash he figured 
it up that the bounty on em at eight dollars a scalp would be jest two 
hundred an’ thirty-two dollars—the size o’ the mortgage on the clear- 
in’ an’ thirty-two dollars over! More than that, there was the two 
bears, an’ their hides was worth forty dol- 
lars more! That boy jumped an’ hollered 
fer joy, ‘cause now he could lift the mort- 
gage, drive away the all-pervadin’ dumps, 
an’ they’d have the merriest Christmas on 
the Beckendarter clearin’ that was ever 
knowed in all that deestrict or any other! 
While he was jumpin’ fer joy he heerd a 
noise behind him. He turned an’ seen 


That youngster grabbed his gun an’ went 


two little cub bears that hadn’t their eyes 
hardly open yit come totterin’ out o’ the 
cave. 

««« Twenty-nine wolves!’ he hollered. 
‘Two hundred an’ thirty-two dollars! 
Thirty-two dollars more than the mort- 








‘*The hull pack threw themselves ag’in her.’’ 






‘* Carried him home.”’ 





gage! Besides two dead bears an’ two 
live ones I didn’t see! It'll be a merry 
Christmas at our house now, an’ no more 
all-pervadin’ dumps !’ he hollered. 

‘An’ when that astoundin’ young- 
ster laid them things down at that 
clearin’ that afternoon, an’ they all got 
through their weepin’ fer joy, maybe 
they didn’t have a merry Christmas, 
too !” 

The Pochuck chronicler paused and 
gazed at ’Kiar with a look that said 
plainly enough that he would like to 
know what the landlord thought of that 
after his outbreaks of skepticism. The 
landiord took time to drop these re- 
marks, 

«© An’, Solomon, as to that tremen- 
dous snow-bank that had shet your 
Uncle David out from gittin’ home? Did the heat o’ that battle melt 
it off the face o’ the mountain, or did the dyin’ kicks o’ them wolves 
dig it up an’ scatter it like chaff before a roarin’ hurricane? Or was 
that amazin’ youngster so burnin’ up with thirst after the battle that he 
jest fell to an’ gobbled all that snow before he could cool that ragin’ 
an’ consumin’ fever down ?” 

For a moment the Pochuck narrator looked as if he had come 
away from home and forgotten something and was on the point of go- 
ing back after it, but only for a moment. 
smilingly. 


Then he came forward 


“Can't git along without hearin’ some more about that amazin’ 
twelve-year-old, eh?” said he. ‘ Well, Kiar, while he was still fight- 
in’ that battle with the wolves he discovered somethin’. If he hadn't 
there wouldn't been no p’int in his jumpin’ fer joy. He discovered 
that the surface o’ the snow was a hard crust o’ glarin’ ice. Before 
the bear had give its last dyin’ kick the youngster had his plans all 
made. Soon as he got through jumpin’ fer joy he begun to carry the 
plan out. He tied the two dead bears together with strips cut from 
his moccasins ; then he tied the wolves to the bears with thongs cut 
from the straps of his powder-horn an’ his buckskin breeches. He drug 
the lot of "em to the edge o’ the glarin’ an’ slippery slope o’ snow, took 
a bear cub under each arm, laid down amongst the wolves an’ bears, 
an’ pushed ’em over the slope. 

‘‘He heerd a whizz, a whoo, an’ a skee-wosh, an’ that youngster 
of all youngsters never knowed another thing till he come to a-settin’ 
in the kitchen at home. The folks had heerd somethin’ comin’ down 
the mountain like an avalanche, an’ found the long-lost boy in the back 
yard mixed up with a tremendous passel o’ wolves an’ bears. Soon as 
he opened his eyes an’ see the weepin’ an’ skeert folks around him he 
hollered out, 

««« Merry Christmas to ye all, an’ to ding blazes with the all-per- 
vadin’ dumps! The mortgage is lifted with them twenty-nine wolves 
an’ thirty-two dollars to spare, to say nothin’ of the four bears, an’ two 
of them alive at that!’ 

‘An’, ’Kiar,” said the Pochuck chronicler with a bland smile, * it 
them folks didn’t lay out to have the far-reachin’est an’ highest old time 
that Christmas, an’ had it, too, that was ever knowed either before or 
since, then Uncle David Beckendarter has forgot the recollection of his 
boyhood days an’ is only dreamin’ !” 

‘Kiar filled the biggest glass he had with hot stuff and handed it 
to Mr. Cribber, and it was no sooner made ‘way with than ’Kiar filled 
him another and said, 

«Solomon, if I had time I’d feed you on them till you come to 
think that you was that amazin’ twelve-year-old, whizzin’ an’ whooin’ 
down that icy mountain on a stack o’ 
wolves an’ bears twenty foot high, an’ every 
one of ’em alive an’ pawin’ an’ clawin’ an’ 
chawin’ at you like a thousand-toothed corn- 
sheller at a nubbin. By jing, I would !” 

But Solomon only smiled, and by and 
by went away, satisfied that if no one else 
on earth was having a merry Christmas he 
was. And his fancies chimed and rhymed 
until he felt like a walking cathedral belfry 
out onalark. Every tree he passed seemed 
a glistening Christmas-tree; and as they 
hipaa swayed to and fro in the frosty breeze they 
= discoursed melodies that breathed the spirit 
of the world’s red-letter day. 




















Nervy Nat—‘“‘ By Jove! wouldn’t that give youa slight indisposition ? 
Here’s an account of some busted dago count marrying an American girl 
with the distinct understanding that she pays his rotten debts and guaran- 
tees him ten thou. a year. Now, wasn’t that poor, inadequate Lizzie an 
easy mark—eh, what? Sa-ay! that’s my cue. Mea foreign nobleman! 
My debts wouldn't stack up very altitudinous, but, heavens, Maud! what 
couldn't I do to ten thou. a year!”’ 
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Nervy Nat—‘“‘ Ah, you charm me off what you call my perch. Ze 
belle Americaine does not give ze cold-storage fin to a foreign nobleman. 
No; | zink not. As I told my long-life friend, ze duc de Moulin Rouge, 
ze American lady will gladly allow ze foreign nobleman to walk on her 
neck so long as she is permit to pay his debts—yes? It is as it should be. 
One cannot get ze noblesse in America—you must be content wiz ze low- 
born pup on zis side of ze drink. It is only on ze old country you find ze 
bluing in ze bleed."’ 














5. 
Nervy Nat—“ Back up, old man! Take back the swag! 1 can’t do 
it. I have had a revulsion of feeling. I am no more a French viscount 


than you are. I have been playing a part. It's all off. Cash in your 
tickets. I have done some pretty low business in my day. Some call me 
ahobo. The very dogs in the alleys have better records than I. But, by 
Jove, old hoss! I’m not quite such a candidate for the pound as that. 
Ring for the police. But if you feel that you'd like to do something for 
me before | go, a bottle of Bass and a cheese sandwich would find a haven 
of rest in my bosom—eh, what ?’’ 




















Nervy Nat—‘‘ Monsieur and Mademoiselle Coldplunx, how do you 
are? You remember me—yes?—the vicomte de Jardin de Paris? Do 


- you not recollect ze last summaire—we meet at Longchamps—and | per- 


mit you to lend me five zousand francs? Ah, what a blowing to my pride 
zat my face is forget by you! I have been so busy refusing offaires of 
marraige by American ladies lately zat my personal appearance has been, 
as you see, quite neglect. I give my face into ze hands of ze barbaire 
soon to scrape; zen you will not be ashame to be seen wiz me—yes ?”” 
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4. 


Nervy Nat—‘‘Let us get down from business. Your daughter is 
nutty to become ze vicomtesse de Jardin de Paris. For myself, I consent 
marry her, alzough I am not what you call beetle-house about it. Some 
peoples of my family have had bad attacks of matrimony and some did 
not recovaire; but I am what you call a devil-might-care. To speak as 
ze unsharpened pencil of lead, I need ze money. And if ze daughter has 
to go wiz it—well, every rose has got carpet-tacks on it. Give me a 
cheque for feefty zousand dollaires and we will call it oblong.”’ 

















6. 
Orricer O’Toote— Nat, th’ ould man says yez hov been thryin’ t’ 
git money under false pretinses.’’ 
Nervy Nat—‘‘ O'Toole, the trouble with lots of these rich Americans 
is this: they are only too anxious to give something for nothing. That's 
probably too deep for you; but, then, you are only a policeman.” 
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AN OLD SALT’S OBSER- 
VATIONS. 
¢¢ A IN’T she got the sweetest 
voice!” I says to my 
wife about another woman. 
“Why,” says my wife, “she 
didn’t say a word!” “That's 
what I mean,” I says. An’ then 
my wife (she’s prone, herself, 
to copious conversation) got 
mad. 

I've seen the sea when it 
was gray, deceitful, crouchin’; 
then it was like a cat. I’ve 
seen it roarin’, rampant, terri- 
ble; then it was like a lion. 
I've seen it soft, dreamy, beau- 
tiful and kind ; then it was like 
a woman. P.s.,—For a squall 
could rise in less ’n twenty 
minutes. 

I knew a man whose wife 
kicked reg’lar ev'ry mornin’ 
because she had to tie his neck- 
tie for him. But after he had 
gone an’ paid a barber fifty 
cents to give him lessons an’ 
had learned, she wrecked their 
home through jealousy, bein’ 
suspicious that some other wo- 
man taught him. 

On one v'yage I rescued 
castaways from two desert is- 
lands. On one of’em was one 
woman an’ thirty-seven men. 
The woman had seven trunks 
of finery ashore, but she was 
dressed in faded calico. On 


the other island there was thirty-seven women an’one man. They was’ weakly, “ about willing my property ” 




















One suffered from consumption 
an’ the other was beginnin’ to 
have lockjaw. He dosed each 


— 
SuVOnonaLy, SAieg of’em. After he had left ’em 
SPEC AL he looked hard at the bottles 


—~ he had dosed ’em out of. Sud- 

denly he yells like fury, «I’ve 
got to git some poison of con- 
sumption from the Brown chap 
an’ give it to Jones quick, an’ 
draw some lockjaw juice from 
Jones an’ pump it into Brown !” 
he says. “I’ve gone an’ mixed 
them serums up! Mercy !” he 
exclaims to the surroundin’ air, 
“it would kill the phthisis chap 
if 1 should cure him of the lock- 
jaw, an’ that feller that’s got 
tetanus would die if I should 
cure him of consumption.” It 
cost him some hard thinkin’ to 
figger out how he could give 
each chap the disease that he'd 
been treated for by his mistake, 
so that the medicine he’d give 
him would cure instead of kill, 
%e an’ then, after that, he had to 
begin again an’ cure them of 
their new complaints as well 
' as of their old ones. But he 
knew how to do it, an’ would 
have done it if they hadn't 











F-L-FITHIAN » ($9 4s died. EDWARD MARSHALL. 
pias 
THE WISE SICK MAN, 
IF SHE DID? HE sick seid aad ba 
‘Does Newlywed get much pleasure out of his auto?” nv eeeeee oe 
: “Oh, yes. His wife doesn’t know he’s got it yet.”’ lawyer. “I wish to ex- 


plain again to you,” said he 





all togged out in the very best they had an’ searchin’ round for new The attorney held up his hand reassuringly. ‘ There, there!” 
material. After I've seen this no one needn’t say to me that it’s the said he. ‘ Leave that all to me.” 


men the women dress for. 


The sick man sighed resignedly. 


Modern science is real marvelous. For instance, this serum busi- “TI suppose I might as well,” said he, turning upon his pillow. 


ness is real great for doctors. 


I know one. He had two patients. ‘You'll get it, any way.” 
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THE rox—‘‘Umph! I'l! just 
curl up under this tree and starve 
"em down.”’ 





side of the icicle, son. 





Ma SouirreL—‘‘ You gnaw that Now, he will feel something  ——Hooray! Guess: Foxie forgot 


drop.— that we were fox squirrels.” 





THE BITER BITTEN. 
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VIRY’S VOICE. 





























MERRY CHRISTMAS. 


‘Did Chimmie git many presents fer Christmas ?"" 


‘*Did he? Sure! 


Why, he don’t hardly know which ter smash first.”’ 


THE CARDS ARE OUT. 


¢¢LJERE is our family album,” said the fair young thing. ‘“ Mr. Sezzit was 
here last night, and when I showed it to him he made fun of it—said 
it was an antiquated idea and all that sort of thing. What do you think 


of it ?” 

“Well,” responded Mr. Wyse guard- 
edly, ‘lots of people think the albums are 
old-fashioned and all that sort of thing ; but 
as for me, I will say that there are features 
I greatly admire in this one.” 

- “ And what are the features ?” 

“ They are yours,” he explained, open- 
ing to the page which displayed her photo- 
graph. 

GOOD CHEER. 
| Rael the ‘‘turk” be nice and tender, hungry 
feelings to assuage, 

Let the pie not be a stratum of the Neolithic 
age; 

Let the applejack inspiring of its own enchant- 
ment tell, 

And, never fear, ’mid all this cheer we'll spend 
this Christmas well. 


THE BRUTAL HUSBAND. 


¢¢] OOK at my jacket,” says the gentle 
wife. ‘It is two years behind 
the style; and my opera-cloak is so 
old that I am ashamed to be seen in 
it. In fact, I haven’t a thing in that 
line that I can wear. I should think 
you would sympathize with me a 
little.” 
The brutal husband merely 
sneers, ‘“‘I don't care a wrap.” 


\ 





Graprs (to* doll)—‘‘ Sit there, Dolly. I’m 
going to change your name to Evangeline, ‘cos 
you are so pretty,” 
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FOR STOCK PURPOSES. 
THE oysters were talking things over while awaiting their de- 


A lean one was jealous of a big fat one near him. 


“Well,” he remarked sarcastically, “I suppose you'll soon 
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PROOF. 


Mr. Uppacainst—‘‘ I hear they have passed a law in Iowa that no 
degenerate shall be allowed to marry.’’ 

Mrs. Upracainst—‘‘ But what will be the test of degeneracy ?”’ 

Mr. Upracainst—‘‘ Oh, wanting to get married, | suppose.”’ 
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tickle somebody’s palate ?” 

“« Not on your life !” returned the 
other. ‘I’m engaged for the season 
at a popular-priced restaurant.” 


VALE TOAST TO 1904. 

; old year of nineteen-four ! 
Every one had goods in store— 

Wheat galore, a dollar up, 
Lots to eat and lots to sup. 
None abroad is mad at us; 
Naught at home to cause a fuss— 
Just that ‘lection in the fall, 
Sort of landslide—that was all. 
May the year ahead give more 
Of the brand of nineteen-four! ry, y. 5 


NO DANGER, 
Doctor—* Madam, you needn't 
dread the disease. There is only 
about one chance in a hundred that 
you will get it.” 
Mrs. Hichurch (relieved)-— 
“H’m! Something on the order of 
a church-fair chance, eh ?” 


MOURNFUL THOUGHT. 
H°” oft on Christmas morning, 
Our joyous greetings mocking. 
We find a ten-cent present 
In a silk ten-dollar stocking. 





Grapys (sobbing)—‘‘ Oh, my poor Evangeline! 
The accident has made you look like our cook, and 
now I’ve got to change your name to Bridget. 


Boo-hoo-hoo!”’ 


THE WAX DOLL’S CHRISTMAS WATERLOO. 
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The Prudential 


A Company Which is Actually Paying Out 
More Than its Obligations. The Best Guarantee 
of Liberal Treatment. _ 


Write for Policy Rates Today for Yourself or Your Family. Dept. N. 


THE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE CO. OF AMERICA 
JOHN F. DRYDEN, Prest. Home Office: NEWARK, N.J. 





INCORPORATED AS A STOCK COMPANY BY THE STATE OF NEW JERSEY. 
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If you have a thing, make sure by 
* 
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every reliable test that it is the best. 


2d 


Make sure it gratifies and satisfies, 
for then it cannot disappoint. 


3d 


Let all the world know what you 
have. For example, 


Hunter 
Baltimore Rye 


is the perfect whiskey, and all the 
world knows it. 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers, 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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Agamemnon wasencamped before Troy. 

“ Perhaps eleven years is a long time,” 
he said, coldly, * but has Port Arthur fall- 
en yet ?”°—New York Sun. 





THE “SOHMER” HEADS THE 
LIST OF THE‘ HIGHEST 
GRADE PIANOS 


SOHMER 
PIANOS 


Sohmer Building, 
Sth Ave., cor 22d St. 





Only salesroom 
in Greater New 
York. 





Tommy—* Pop, what are the cardinal 
virtues ?” 

Tommy's pop— Well, painting the 
town red isn’t one of them, my son.”— 
Philadelphia Record. 


_ANTI-CANCE 










THEFIRST TRULY “ 
OFFERED TO nos ARAN TEE: 
THE WORLD OF A TONGUE BURNT BY 


PERFECT GENUINE ANTI-CANCER 
ANY TOBACCO. 

ADDRESS. 

P.O. DRAWER KR. 
JERSEY NJ. 
THREE COOLING CHAMBERS. 
6. RECEIVES SMOKE 
A. DISCHARGES IT 
C. DIFFUSED THROUGH HOLES 1.2.3 


} 


‘‘ Honesty is de best policy,” said Miss 
Miami Brown. 

“Yes,” answered Mr. Erastus Pinkley; 
-“ but dat doan’ change de fac’ dat ‘policy’ 
is about de pores’ kin’ ob honesty dat is.” 
— Washington Star. 


Drives away care, lends buoyancy to the 
spirits and strength to the body—Abbott’s An- 
gostura Bitters. 





Mrs. Bridey—* 1 know you'll be pleased 
to hear this. I think I'll be able to save 
a little on our household expenses this 
week.” 


a feather in your cap.” 


feather ?”—Philadelphia Press. 





In the warerooms of Sohmer & Co., Sohmer 
Building, 170 Fifth avenue, the reader will find 
instruments that cannot be surpassed, and the 
purchaser is perfectly assured of getting the 
best article in the market at a very reasonable 
figure. 


Patience—“ What do you think ?” 


Patrice—* I'm sure I don’t know! 
Patience—“ Why, that Huggins girl was 


| married nearly a year ago !” 


‘atrice—* I never knew it !” 
‘atience—** No; nor I, either, until to- 
day.” 
Patrice—* How did you find it out ?” 
Patience—“ Why, | saw an announce- 
ment of her divorce in the papers !"— 
Yonkers Statesman, 





Live the 
Simple Life 


BY DRINKING 





Mr. Bridey—* Well, dear, that will be 


Mrs. Bridey (eagerly)—* An ostrich | 





WILSON 
WHISKEY 


THAT’S ALL! 
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BRIGHT IDEA OF CASEY’S. 


CaLLAHAN—‘‘ Casey 's makin’ lots av money these days. He's 
wurkin’ sixteen hours th’ day.” 
O’RourkeE—‘*‘ Sixteen hours th’ day! Oi'll repoort. It's ag’in 


th’ rules av th’ union to wurk more than eight hours.”’ 
CaLLaHan—“‘ Ah, but Casey belongs to two unions."’ 








planned and what they cost. 





DO YOU EVER THINK ABOUT OWNING YOUR OWN HOME? 


A new up-to-date book, containing ower one hundred 
$20,000; also plans of Public Library Buildings, Summer Hotels, Stables, Public Halls, etc., etc. 

This book is a collection of practical designs showing examples of houses recently built, and invaluable to everyone thinking of build- 
ing, by reason of their having been, with very few exceptions, planned in the ordinary course of a busy architect’s practice during the last 
few years, and built in various parts of the country within the prices given. 
ee Full description accompanies each plate, giving sizes, height of stories, how built and finished, and improvements contained, thus 
giving information of very great value to éveryone contemplating building, as the plans and designs embody the best thought and most 
careful study of those erecting them, giving real results as to cost and a guide that is safe to follow. These designs and plans have, there- 
fore, a value that can be fully appreciated for their practical utility and stand alone as real examples of how some people’s homes are se. 


To those wanting homes or selling home sites, members of building associations, land companies, real estate men, those having land to 
improve, carpenters and builders, and everyone interested or who ever hopes to own a home, these designs are invaluable and will prove of 
very great value to them. It contains 115 large pages, size 11x 14. inches. 
$*.00. Bound in cloth, $2.00, Sent by mail, postpaid, to any address on receipt of price. Address all orders with remittances to 

JUDGE COMPARY, 225 FOURTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. Remit by money order or check—don’t send currency. 





IF YOU are thinking about Building a House an invest- 

ment of $1.00 now will save you hundreds of dollars 
in building a house, by getting the latest and most practical 
ideas of the noted and capable architect, Mr. George Palliser. 
We therefore desire to call your special attention to our 
new book just issued and containing over 


One Hundred Up-to-date House Plans 


The title of this book is 


GEORGE PALLISER’S 
MODERN BUILDINGS 


lans, all new (1902), of houses ranging in cost from $500 t« 








Price, bound in heavy paper cover, sent by mail, postpaid, { 









you know the kind of concoction 

that masquerades as cocktail in 
London and Paris bars. Well, 
CLUB COCKTAILS are as su- 
perior to made-in-a-hurry kind as 
the latter are to the foreign attempts 
—ind that’s saying a lot. Accept 
no substitute if you want the best. 
CiUB COCKTAILS is the 
original bottled brand. 


Just strain through ice and serve. 


even kinds—Manhattan, Martini, Ver- 
mouth, Whiskey, Holland Gin, Tom Gin 
and York. 


(. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors 
Hartford New York London 





“Can't yer do a little somethin’ fer an 


old soldier ?” whined Tired Tiffins. 
« Well, I don’t know,” replied the portly 
citizen. ‘ If you can show your discharge 


papers I may do something for you.” 
“TI hain’t been discharged yet, boss,” 
replied the hobo. “It’s a soldier of for- 


“I’m glad you like your suit,” said the 
tailor. 

“Yes; it’s a fine piece of work,” said 
Slopay, much pleased. ‘It's certainly a 
credit to you.” 

‘‘H’m! I—er—hope you won't forget 
that it’s a debit to you.”—Philadelphia 
Press. 


Lighter hearts and stronger bodies follow the 
use of Abbott’s Angostura Bitters. At grocers’ 
and druggists’. 


Upgardson—* What on earth used you 
up like that, old fellow? Been kicked by 
a mule, or run over by an automobile ?” 
Atom—“ The one kicked me in the 
way of the other.”—Chicago Tribune. 


“Riches, my friend,” said the pluto- 
crat, ‘do not bring happiness.” 

‘* Maybe not,” said the proletarian, “ but 
it must be a heap of satisfaction to have 
a lot of money and be able to talk like 
that to a chap that hasn’t any.”— Chicago 
Tribune. 








Eczema 


Ordinary ‘‘ medicated” soaps are noth- 
ing but soap and have no medicinal 
effect. Glenn’s Sulphur Soap disin- 
fects, heals eruptions, eczema and cures 
itching. 

Use it daily in toilet and bath. 
can be 


Cured with Glenn’s 
Sulphur Soap 


25c. a cake at drug stores, or mailed for 30c. by 
THE C. N. CRITTENTON CO., 115 Fulton St., New York, 


You 











Hill’s Hair and Whisker Dye, Black or brown, 50 cts, 














tune I am.” —Pittsburg Post. 
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will give the young s 
much desired 


IT CONTAIN 


“THIS AND THAT” 


About Caricature by Zim 


Is the title of a Book now being published which 


of advice humorously illustrated with One Hun- 
dred and Twenty-Five Sketches. 


tudent of Comic Art 
information. 


S 90 PAGES 





Pocket Size z Very 


Bound in White Cloth with Red Morocco Trimmings and Gilt, 


Handsome ; $1.50 





ZIM, JUDGE Co., PARKER BLDG., NEW YORK 





-e-Flace Your Orders For First Edition... 
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for Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been 
skilfully and successfully administered by 
medical specialists for the past 25 years. 


At the following Keeley Institutes: 





‘ham, ‘Westingtmn. D. ton, Mess. White Plains,N. Y. Pittsburg, Pa. 
Hot Springs, Ark. 211N.Capitol St. Grand Rapids,Mich. Columbus, O. 4246 Fifth Ave. 
Angeles, Cal. patent, Til. St. Louis, Mo. Dennison Ave. Providence, R.I, 
San Francisco,Cal. Marion, Ind 2803 Locust St. Portland, Ore. Richmond, Va 
1170 Market St. Des Moines, Ia. Boulder, Mont. ee Pa. Seattle, Wash. 
West Haven,Conn. Crab Orchard, Ky. North Conway, N.H. 12N.Broad 8t. Waukesha, Wis. 
Atlanta, Ga. Portland, Me. Buffalo, N.Y. Harrisburg, Pa. Toronto, Ont. 














He—“‘ There is a way to stop the shedding of American blood.” 
SHE—‘‘ Check the war in the Philippines ?"’ 
He—‘‘ No; check the speed of our automobiles.”’ 
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BOTTLED IN BON 
Fae AT THE DISTILLERY, BROAD FORD,PA.U.S.A 





SPORI OGRE Mi 


BOTTLED IN BOND 


WHISKEY MUST BE AT LEAST FOUR YEARS OLD 
EVERY BOTTLE CONTAINS FULL MEASURE 
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CHICAGO’S THEATER TRAIN-(1.30 P.M.-NEW YORK CENTRAL. 





















THE MAN—‘‘ Dear me! can’t you stop him from crying so ?”’ 
THe xip—‘‘ I’m afraid not. 
on a-bellowin’.’’ 














I've soaked him till me arm ’s tired, an’ still he keeps 





There's Money in Leslie's Weekly 
accurate WAR NEWS 


Our Own Correspondent on the Field 





FROM THE 
FAR EAST 


Jasper’s hints to money-makers will make and save 
money and alone are worth ten times 
the subscription price 


TOPICS OF THE TIMES FULLY ILLUSTRATED 


LESLIE'S WEEKLY 


$4 Per Year 225 FOURTH AVE. 
$1 For 3 Months NEW YORK 


The Oldest and Best... 
Fearless and Progressive 


JUDGE COMPANY, 225 Fourth Ave., New York. 








THERE IS NO 











THE PEERLES 


Some appetites need to be tempted. Dishes which are ordinarily flat 


and tasteless may be made just the 


Fish, Roasts, Gravies, Salads, etc., are given a delicious flavor by adding 
LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE. 


JOHN DUNCAN’S SONS, Agents, NEW YORK. 


No other “ just as good.” 


Lea & Perrins’ 
Sauce 


THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 
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ARGUMENT! 











S SEASONING. 


reverse by proper seasoning. Soups, 














Unlimited comforts are provided on The 


California 


Limited 


Compartment Pullmans for those who 

seek seclusion; Observation Pullmans for 

those who wish to view the passing show; 

Buffet-smoking cars for those who enjoy 
ub luxuries. 


Daily, Chicago to Los Angeles and ‘Frisco, 


through 


For pamphlet of the train and California 





Southwest Land of Enchantment. 


Santa Fe All the Way. 


trip book, address General Passenger Office, 
.. Chicago. 


A.T. @ S. F. Ry. 








Young lady— You are a wonderful 
| master of the piano, I hear.” 

Professor von Spieler (hired for the 
occasion)—*'I blay aggompaniments zome- 
times.” 


Young lady—** Accompaniments to 
singing ?” 
Professor von Spieler—* Aggompani- 
ments to gonversations.”— Vew York 
Weekly. 





Knox—*! hear you are getting up an 
amateur theatrical club ?” 

Woodby—* Yes; and now we’re look- 
ing for a good motto for the club. What 
would you suggest ?” 

Knox — “What's the matter with: 
‘Think twice before you act’ ?”—Phila- 
delphia Press. 





WASHINGTON. 
Holiday Tour via Pennsylvania Railroad. 


December 27 has been selected as the date for the 
personally-conducted holiday tour of the Per yl- 
vania Railroad to Washington. This tour will co era 
period of three days, affording ample time to vis‘: all 
the principal points of interest at the national ca) ital, 
including the Congressional Library and the new C. +co- 
ran Art Gallery. Rate, covering railroad trans or- 
tation for the round trip and hotel accommodat:ons, 
$14.50 or $12.00 from New York, $13.00 or $10.50 ‘com 
Trenton, and proportionate rates from other points ac- 
cording to hotel selected. Rates cover accommod:'!ons 
at hotel for two days. Special side trip to \i unt 
Vernon. 

All tickets good for ten days, with special hotel » tes 
after expiration of hotel coupon. 

For itineraries and full information apply to 7 ket 
Agents ; C. Studds, Assistant Eastern Passenger A: nt 
263 Fifth Avenue, New York; or address Georg W- 
Boyd, General Passenger Agent, Broad Street St.‘ion, 
Philadelphia. 


Some men die hard and others are 
dead easy.— Philadelphia Record. 
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Give 
the children 


and Confections 
Wholesome, pure, delicious 
Sold where they sell the best. 


Instantaneous 
Chocolate 








made instantly with 
boiling milk. 
1816 Chestnut St. 


Philadelphia 
OF BRAINS 


Cortés CIGARS 


-MADE AT KEY WEST— 


BROTHERHOOD CHAMPAGNE 


The Wine Says The Rest 

















Czesar had just announced that his wife 
must be above suspicion. 

“Of course, you dear old ducky,” cried 
the lady; “I sha’n’t suspect at all that’ 
you are going to give me a sealskin cloak 
for Christmas.” 

Kicking himself for the epigram, the 
mighty Julius trekked for the furrier’s.— 
New York Sun. 


Tupman—* What's the matter, Willie ?” 
Willie (sobbingly)—“* Your go-go- 
goat” 
Tupman—* Well, what has he done ?” 
Willie—* He h-h-hit me with h-h-his 
butt-end.”—New Yorker. 





Miss Pert—«Which half is it that 
doesn’t know how the other half lives ?” 

Miss Caustigue—* The better half.”— 
Philadelphia Record. 


Pocahontas had just saved Captain 
John Smith, 

‘Only one thing could have been 
worse,” she whimpered ; ‘‘ suppose he had 
been John Doe.” 

The romance gone, she threw him over 
for Rolfe—New York Sun. 





A WILLING PARENT. 





SoLpieER—‘‘ I know, darling, that vou consent to be mine, 


but how about your father ?”’ 





FaTHER JAcK—‘‘ Oh, he’s all right. 


Bless you, my children!" 





Egyptian 
Cigarette 
of Quality 








AROMATIC DELICACY— 
MILDNESS— PURITY 


At your club or dealer’s 





Can be chosen as your 
daily beverage with & 
every assurance that its 
use conserves good 
health, good appetite 
and good living, for 
it represents the 
highest attainment 
of purity in brewing ~ 


HIGH LIFE can 
now be had on all 
dining cars and 
wenn. Po lines, in 
leading hotels and 
cafes. Ask for it by 
name—HIGH LIFE 


Milwaukee Beer 


Miller Brewing Co., Milwaukee 
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Wife—*« My dressmaker is getting alto- 
gether too old-fashioned to suit me.” 
Husband—* Why, my dear, your new 
gown is strictly up to date.” 

Wife— Yes, I know; but she actu- 
ally sent it home the day she promised it.” 
—Chicago News. 


Pears 


Pears’ Soap makes 
white hands, gives clear 
skin and imparts fresh- 
ness to the complexion. 

A cake of Pears’ is a 
cake of comfort. 


Comfort by the cake or in boxes, 


BOND & LILLARD 


WHISKEY 
IS THE BEST 


T SpEciAL| 




















FOR A CHAMPAGNE COCKTAIL 


iT HAS NO EQUAL 


Cooks 
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SERVED EVERYWHERE 














We are selling the BEST 
NEW CROP 


50c. TEAS 


in the U.S. 
Oolong, Eng. Brenkfast, Gun- 
ake ag Sonchong, Congou 

ixed, Japan, Young Hyson, 
Imperial, Ceylon. 

Good Oolongs, Mixed and 
Eng. Breakfast, 25 & 30¢. Ib. 


We are selling the BEST 


25c. COFFEE 


Good Roasted COFFEES, 
12, 15, 18 and 20¢. a tb. 








OFFER 


a SAMPLE ORDER 
of #5.00 and up- 
wards of Teas, Cof- 


fees, Spices, Extracts and 
Baking Powder, we will 
allow you 20 per cent. 
off and pay all express 
charges, 80 that you may 
thoroughly test the quality 
of the goods. This is a 
chance that is seldom 
offered; it gives alla 
chance to purchase our 
goods at less than cost. 


For full particulars and prompt attention, address 


MR. COOK, care ot THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA 


00. 


81 & 88 Vesey Street, P. 0. Box 289, New York. 











Ten Cents a Copy 


Ten Cents a Copy 


Ten Cents a Copy 


receipt of price 
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PRESS OF SACKETT & WILHELMS LITHOGRAPHING AND PRINTING COMPANY, NEW YORK, 


Popular 
Reading 








Fun for the [Pillions 


JUDGE’S LIBRARY MAGAZINE 
SIS HOPKINS’ OWN BOOK 
JUDGE’S QUARTERLY 

Twenty-five Cents a Copy 
JOEL JARVIS’S JAY JOKES 
Any of the above by mail from the publishers on 


Address JUDGE, New York 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 82, 34, and 86 Bleecker Street 
Branch W arehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 





ROMEIKE’S 


send you 


Press Cutting Bureau will 


all newspaper 


clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or 


any subject on wiich you want to be 


“up to date.” 


Every newspaper and periodical of importance in the 


United States and Europe is searched. 
100 notices. 


Terms, $5.00 for 
Henry Romaeikg, 33 Union Square, N. Y. 





You will get more prompt attention and better service 
by mentioning JupGe when answering advertisements. 














PLENTY OF NERVE. 
Epiror—‘‘ Do you call this a Christmas poem ?”’ 
Poet—*‘ I do.”’ 


Eprror—‘‘ My friend, you have mistaken your calling. You've got nerve enough to be a loop-the-loop artist.”’ 


a” 


a 


COPYRIGHT 1904 BY JUDGE COMPANY PUBLISHERS, 225 FOURTH AVE. NEW YORK 





S 1 i & Cc Yor 
HAD TO EARN IT THEN. ackett & Wilheims Litho & Ptg Co. NewYork 
ROUGHENED Roaps—‘‘ Did yer ever earn yer livin’ ?"’ 
Happy Gotuckxy—‘‘ Yer bettcher life I did!’ 
RouGHenep Roaps—-‘‘ When wuz dat?’ 
Happy Gotucxy—‘ When | wuz livin’ on me mother-in-law.” 








